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‘I've gotta hand it to you, this is absolutely amazing," Duff murmured. 


He was standing on the rooftop of the hotel next to Izzy, staring in awe at the scene before them. The night 
air was balmy and soft, the type of warmth that made you want to shed your clothes and fall back into its 


embrace. 


A slight breeze ruffled Duff's already messy hair, each crazy strand puffing out in a different direction 
Fireworks, exploding in careful sequence in the sky above, colored the bleach of his hair a rainbow of changing 


colors. His face, too, was a patchwork painted over his awed expression. 


The town they were in was nameless, even the state unidentifiable. Somewhere in the South. During the day, it 
had seemed boringly mundane, even outdated, with its quaint town square statue and one main street. Every 
surface felt either wet and sticky or dry and powdered with dust. The people moved in slow motion, the typical 


Southern gait suddenly making so much sense in the face of the atmosphere. 


At night, it turned out to be a different story. The band had arrived at the hotel earlier, hot and disgruntled, 
everyone immediately locking themselves in their rooms to sleep the day away. By doing this, they had missed 
the bustling preparations of a summer festival that had grown larger throughout the day. 


Now, at just past midnight, the celebrations were in full swing. Strings of lights and brightly colored flags were 
strung between every building, illuminating the streets full of people below. Every person in the county seemed 
to have come into town that night. There were vendors selling lemonade and snow cones and corn on the cob, 
groups of women showing off their handmade crafts, children running with sparklers, couples square dancing 
around the the statue of the town's founder as a country band played. Somehow, a ferris wheel had even been 
set up in the park 


The people were small and the music was muted under the boom of the fireworks, but the experience still 
washed over them. Smells came in waves on the warm air, bits of laughter and barking dogs, the feeling of 


excitement permeating everything around them. 


"lm glad you like it," Izzy finally replied. 


He watched Duff more than the scenery before them, admiring his handsome profile in the lights. When Izzy 
had woken up and discovered that a faire was being held, he knew who he wanted to share it with. Not Slash, it 
was too ‘small town’ for him. Steven, too, though he would have enjoyed it. Axl would have laughed in his face. 


But Duff, Duff appreciated it. He loved it. His giddiness was palpable, like a child at their first rodeo or circus. 
Izzy wanted to share all of the special moments in life with Duff. 


"Thank you for showing this to me," Duff said, turning to him. 


He was smiling, and reaching out for Izzy, grabbing his hands and squeezing. Izzy squeezed back. They drifted 
closer, chests touching, then noses, then lips, as the festivities carried on and fireworks lit up the sky. 


This town was old fashioned and nameless. The people didn't know that there were two men kissing on the 


rooftop of their one hotel, and the men didn't care about the people below. As their lips touched, again and 


again, and the moon rose higher in the sky, they embraced the intimacy of a warm summer night. 


